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seaboard. The auditorium was all America;
the singer the common man.
This was a prolonged struggle. The anom-
aly of servile letters in an independent re-
public had long tormented Americans. Im-
mediately following the Revolution, patriotic
writing had glorified blandly the fecund
spaces between the two oceans. Alas! the
verse which clothed the Fourth-of-July sen-
timents of Barlow and Dwight was the time-
honored couplet of English literature, Charles
Brockden Brown had introduced into his
fiction the American Indian; Irving his
Dutchmen of the Hudson; Cooper his Glim-
merglass and Uncas. These were not enough.
Neither Bryant's fringed gentian nor Long-
fellow's Hiawatha could conceal the debt of
this new silver to the old plate of England.
Through the thin tracery of new American
characters, fresh American scenes, and au-
thentic American anecdotes still shone the
European hallmark. Brown was under obliga-
tion to Mrs. Radcliffe; Irving and Cooper to
Scott; Bryant to Wordsworth; and Hiawatha,
despite Finnish meters and Schoolcraft's Algic
researches, was warmed-over Victorianism. It
was not surprising that Holmes fell back upon
a localized homage to Britain in his worship
of New England or that Lowell frankly dep-
recated, as in his animus toward Thoreau,
the cultivation of the indigenous American
strain in our literature.